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The Madcap 


Author's Notes: 
Special thanks to Weston (| don\'t know your last name, sorry). He gave me the inspiration for this story. 


Things were going so well. My vision was becoming a reality. Then | discovered it: Acid. | couldn't get away from 
it. The bitter-sweet freedom i offered opened my mind to so many things. It helped me come up with all my 
ideas. The trips were amazing. | felt like | had left this horrible world | was living in and became captive of my 
own world. | was free to do whatever | chose with no one there to tell me | couldn't. It was when | came back 
down the bothered me. | was constantly told what to do, where to go, how to dress, how to speak, what to 
say, what to look like. | didn't want that. | wanted to make my music and play guitar and write my songs. For 


some reason, | was no longer allowed to do this. | had to come up with the goods. 
Ever since "See Emily Play" got into the top ten, my life has been absolute Hell. Peter and Andrew were 
demanding more songs form me. They don't understand. You can't force someone to just sit down and write a 


song. There has to be inspiration, a reason for doing so. 


My band mates were getting frustrated with me as well. They couldn't understand why | didn't want to do big 


shows and appear on T.V. They don't get it. No one does. 


l'm on my own little island where the only inhabitants are me and my guitar. l'm as happy as ever, just playing 
and singing. Why must they crave success? | want to play for fun and | want to make people happy. Is that 
such a hard thing to ask? 


That's where the acid came in. It was a wonderful escape from the Hell | was living in. The colors were 
fantastic and the people were very nice. | felt loved and appreciated. When | came down, | felt unwanted and 


used. 
| took acid more and more until | didn't know what | was doing anymore. 


We were scheduled to do "Top of the Pops." All the other lads were so extremely excited to have a TV. 
appearance. | thought it was absolute rubbish. They did my makeup and hair, which | let them do. Once they 
were done, | tried to wipe it all of with my hands. 


"Syd, what the fuck are you doing?!" Roger exclaimed, watching me. 
"John Lennon doesn't have to do this, why should |?" 


With that, | ran out of the studio and went outside. | screamed at the top of my lungs and punched the 
nearest wall. ‘| can't do it; | thought, ‘| won't do it: 


| ran home as fast as | could, struggling to open the door. Once | figured that out, | ran to the living room and 
overturned everything, looking for my emergency stash. ‘Where the hell did | put it? | thought angrily. | took 
off the couch cushions and threw them across the room. Nope, not there. | searched through every drawer 
and cabinet in the kitchen and still couldn't find it. | wound up throwing all the food and silverware on the floor, 
desperately searching. | ran to the bathroom and rummaged through every cabinet in there too, throwing old 
pill bottles and wash cloths on the floor. | ran into my room and opened the closet. | threw all my clothes on 
the ground and kicked them all out of the way. Ah-hal There it is. | stashed it in the back corner of my closet. 
| grabbed the vile and almost jumped on my mattress. | oped the vile and placed three drops on my tongue. | 
closed the vile and put it in a drawer next to me. Just as | started to nod off, | heard Roger's muffled voice 


yelling my name. | heard the door slam and loud footsteps, and then, everything went black. 


